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die piece announced for that evening, but for some reason
k was impossible to give it. The celebrated actor, Garrick,
who twenty years later was buried at Westminster, came
forward to explain matters to the public, but he could not
calm them. They pelted him with apples and dirt. There
was a cry of 'Clear the theatre/ The king, the queen, and
the respectable portion of the audience made off in a hurry;
in less than an hour everything inside the building was
wrecked, only the four walls were left standing. The
sovereign people destroyed everything" it could lay hands on,
just to show its sovereign power; then, satisfied with its
work, went off to swill beer and gin.
About a fortnight later, when the theatre was reopened,
Garrick appeared before the curtain to beg the indulgence
of the spectators. Before he could utter a word, a voice from
the pit cried out, 'On your knees!' A thousand voices took
up the cry, cOn your knees/ and the Roscius of England
was obliged to ask pardon, in this humiliating position, of
the scum of the London slums. Thunders of applause told
him the pardon was granted, and there was an end of the
matter. The English people are like this, and, above all, the
people of London; they scoff and hoot at king, queen, and
princes when the fancy takes them; and for this very reason
royal personages are careful not to show themselves, except
on great occasions and surrounded by hundreds of constables,
I was walking in St. James's Park one day with Lord
Augustus Hervey when we met a gentleman, who stopped
us and remained talking to Hervey for some minutes. I
asked him who it was.
'That is the brother of Lord Ferrers,' he said, cwho had
his head cut off about a couple of months ago for killing one
of his servants.'
'And you speak to him?'
'Why not?5
Isn't he disgraced by the shameful death of his relation?3
'Disgraced! What an idea! Lord Ferrers himself was not
disgraced. He violated the law, and he has paid for it with